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Author's Notes: 
Just a quick, cute, funny little drabble. 


London. 1985. A dingy, run down, cheap hotel. They sat across from each other on the bed, legs crossed, Kirk 
eating toast with jam and Cliff eating bacon and eggs. Kirk looked up and giggled at Cliff as he drank his tea. 
"What's so funny man?" Cliff asked a little bewildered, 

"Nothing," Kirk said choking back laughter. 


Cliff shrugged and went back to his breakfast. He looked up to see Kirk, once again giggling. 

"What is it man? Come on. Out with it," Cliff said with a raised eyebrow. He raised his cup again to his lips and 
Kirk burst into a fit of laughter. 

"What the fuck is so funny about me drinking?" Cliff demanded, with a smile, of course. 

"IFs just, with your pinky, you look all fancy and shit," Kirk said between bursts of the giggles. 

"Oh that's because | am fancy, dearest," Cliff said lifting the cup up in a sort of mock salute, "this is like fancy 
person code you know. One fancy person sees another lifting their pinky like this and they're like ohhhh that is 


one fancy motherfucker over there." 


"Sure, posh people say motherfucker all the time," Kirk teased, his arms crossed, pretending to be very very 
serious. 

‘Oh they do, you just wouldn't know, you're not in the fancy posh people club," Cliff said in a flippant tone of 
Voice. 

"The fancy posh people club aye?" Kirk said with a cheeky smirk. 

"That's the one," Cliff said again trying to be very seriously. 

"And how does one get into this, fancy posh people club?" Kirk continued. 

‘Oh the usual ways, be rich, or famous, or supremely cool, me | got in because | am just a really good fuck. 
And also | severed the tendons in my finger in a fishing incident, but mostly it's the fucking bit," Cliff said 
winking at Kirk. 


Kirk shook his head and went back to his now stone cold toast. Cliff went to drink his rapidly cooling tea, but 


one look at him and Kirk was in stiches again. 


"Right," Cliff said a big grin on his face as he pushed everything off the bed with a crash and lunged at Kirk, 


"you're gonna get it now!" 


And Kirk didn't object at all. 


